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jumped off; his wife followed and fell heavily on the
rails. A short cry was heard, then silence. The goods
train gathered speed. Who cares for such people, any-
way? The railwaymen had \lone their duty; they had
landed them in Polish territory and now they could
look after themselves. Many such had entrusted their
fate to smugglers who had taken them into deserted
gorges and had robbed them of all their money and even
their meagre luggage. I sweated and shivered under
the many shirts which I was wearing, one on top of the
other. The tragedy which I had witnessed had made
a profound impression. How many tragedies were
taking place daily at the frontier? I felt I was a tragic
figure myself, exposed to the caprice of destiny. How-
ever, when one is occupied with one's own sorrows,
one may have understanding, but no feeling for the
sorrows of others. I resolved that I would not burden
anybody with my own sufferings.

I was aroused from my thoughts as the train steamed
slowly into the station and was shunted on to a siding.

I had only a dumb sensation as we finally stopped
in Polish territory. I had been here many times befrre,
observing the Polish people, listening to the heart-beat
of Polish life. Now I came as a stranger, a refugee
fortunate enough to possess a passport and a visa. Hidden
in my clothing I had a few pounds. I had committed a
crime^the penalty for which was a term of penal servitude.
But is imprisonment compared with continual insecurity,
a trial of nerves ? Life is a beautiful, but an unwdcomey
gift, if one cannot have peace. No, it was not the German